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A MAN'S VENGEANCE 

Read this letter, read it slowly. You'll Temember 

as you read 
If 'tis written in blood, yoxa action made the heart 

that penned it bleed : 
If it throbs and aches with anguish, bear in mind, 

remember too, 
That the anguish was your doing, all the soul-pangs 

caused by you. 

Take your memory to a moment when we lived aa 
closest friends, 

I a toiler, you an artist following Art's impassioned 
ends: 

I immersed in daily labour, studying law with cob- 
webbed brain : 

You the rather studying woman— studyii^ pleasure, 
shirking pain. 
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8 A MAN'S VENGEANCE 

From your shadowy grove of lime-trees, loolring 

westward, you could see 
'Hid the blossoms a white blossom in my garden 

close to me 
In the radiant summer evens — one than blossoms 

fairer far, 
Her my wife, my joy, my rainbow, my dim Ufe's 

imperial star. 



For she was my heaven of fulness, rapture past all 

utterance deep : 
Her first whisper brought the sunrise, her last kiss 

brought softest sleep. 
Even her slightest laugh was music ; and one knew 

not when she smiled 
If the sun shone through her glances, or an angel 

through a child ! 

— ^Yes, you saw her and you loved her ; lusted 

rather, should I say ? 
Felt that here another victim gracious Art set in 

your way : 
Noble Art, so true and tender I Art who poisons 

countless lives, — 
Looks on women all as models, be they maidens, 

be they wives. 
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A MAN'S VENGEANCE 9 

When I saw the new look coming as her brown eyes 
met your own. 

When I felt within my spirit daily chillis, more 
alone/ 

Then I knew that you were praising with an artist's 
eager heart 

The one god who knows no pity, cahn-eyed blood- 
stained bay-crowned Art. 



I might see her in the sunlight, watch her beauty 

day by day 
Garbed in glowing silks and satins, radiant blue 

or pearly grey ; 
I might see her, — safely shielded by her jewdis, her 

brocade ; 
See her glory at the noonday, covered chastely, if 

displayed: 

I might see her thus— the husband-^you might 

see her in the gloom. 
Crush the blossoms that adorned her, crush her 

young soul's whiter bloom. 
Lift off jewel after jewel, till you took the fairest 

one 
That the starlight gives the lover, not the noonday, 

not the sun. 
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10 A MAN'S VENGEANCE 

I might see her gaily followed l^ a host of friends 

to guard, 
Call her wife, and yet between us find a hundred 

gateways barred : 
I might see her fair and queenly, chiding subjects 

from her throne 
In the sui^hine, — you might see her in the friendlier 

dark, alone. 

I might hear her merry laughter, I m^ht hear her 
lightly jest ; 

Yon might see her sob with passion, be the mid- 
night's star-crowned gu^t : 

I might hold her hand and kiss it, I might worship, 
I might weep ; 

You might strain her to your bosom, hear her call 
you in her sleep. 



For the moment, as you clasped her, all was glad 

and all was well ; 
When your hand first touched her bosom, heaven's 

stars flamed in darkest hell : 
Hell it was for you no longer — ^what to others seems 

a crime 
Seems to man and woman sinnit^, sinless, virtuous, 

pure, sublime. 
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A MAN'S VENGEANCE 

Round about you bloomed the roses, and the si 

sky was lair : 
O'er your body stretched beside her streamed the 

torrent of her hair 
Which for me was ice-bound ever— but for you the 

bounteous tide 
Of her tresses burst its barriers, spread its raven 

ripples wide. 



You were lonely, you were happy — ^that to you and 

her was life : 
She was sent to bring you gladness ; God chose out 

from all my wife. 
Chose her from the crowds of women, — chose that 

you and she should Ue 
Warm and rapturous while the star-ships travelled 

o'er cold wastes of sky. 

Sinful was it ? Nature answers " What is sinful ? 
what is wroi^ ? " 

Can del^ht be ever sinful ? Can love stammer in 
bis song ? 

Where there's love and where there's rapture, there 
is God, to me it seems 

—Though my sword may doubtless find him, inter- 
rupt him in his^dreams. 
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12 A MAN'S VENGEANCE 

Nature, God, they both are conscioos of a thrill of 

pure delight 
When the souls of lovers mingle, when soft laughter 

thrills the njght. 
God made woman to be conquered, shaped her fully 

to be won ; 
As he shaped the moon for victim, sovereign victim, 

of the sun. 



Did he destine her for husbands ? Did he destine 

her to be 
Held for ever in her bondage ? Did he destine the 

wild sea 
That for ever bursts its barriers, while it shakes its 

plumes of foam. 
Did he destine ocean, woman, to be chained on 

shore, at home ? 



No : he added a strange gladness, on that night 
when you cmd she 

Mingled souls and hearts and bodies, to the rivers, 
to the sea, 

Poured new tints along the tide-stream, redder life- 
blood through the rose ; 

You made whiter countless motmtains topped with 
white and stainless snows. 
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A MAN'S VENGEANCE 13 

For the soul of wild sweet Nature is for ever wholly 

oae 
With the wild soul of the lover, — gives him stars 

and moon and sun ; 
Nor had Nature at the outset had the strong heart 

to b^^. 
To commence her arduous journey, unassisted by 

sweet sin. 



Hand in hand with love and passion Nature wan- 
dered through the wajrs. 

With the fr^rance of young beauty charged the 
honeysuckle sprays. 

With the whiteness of a woman touched the snowy- 
crested seas. 

To the laughter of a woman changed the music of 
the breeze. 



Yes, through flower on flower by gradients, this 

was God's and Nature's plan. 
Love and passion flowed resplendent, working up 

to woman and man. 
Sex there is subUme in all things : sex is fragrant 

in the dream 
Of the golden water-lily, in-the thyme-tufts by the 

stream. 
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14 A MAN'S VENGEANCE 

Love and endless mighty struggle—that's the history 

of the race : 
Blood-ied battling, deathless loving, man's strong 

sword-arm, woman's face. 
To divide in twain the sexes, so that each by each 

be sought ; 
That was pure creative genius, that was God's 

dramatic thought. 

Through all history watch the struggle, mark the 

thing worked fully out ; 
Hear the victim's moan of anguish, hear the victor's 

eager shout. 
A^olation, rape, began it— then the struggle upward 

moved : 
Woman, conquered, chsiined her conqueror, masteredi 

pleaded to be loved. 

Love I the great word caught the sunbeams, and 

it woye them into light ; 
Love t that made an end of darkness, baffled chaos, 

vanquished night : 
Still Love needed silence, darkness — needed all the 

silveiy gleam 
Of the moonlight for its tritmiph, all the star%ht 

for its dream. 
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A MANS VENGEANCE 15 

Yet your rapture was a moment's, — ^for the death- 
god bent and seized 

Her my priceless love, my darling ; with desire but 
half appeased. 

While her mouth to yours was cleaving, like the 
sea-Sower to the rock. 

Death's hand tore the mouths asunder, with an 
ice-cold sudden shock. 



Did a thought of me, I wonder, at that moment 

cross her heart. 
Stay the pulse and freeze the life-blood ? was it that 

which made her start, 
Draw her hps from yoiu^ and, moaning, with her 

hEtnd upon her side. 
Pass from this world in a moment, in mid-frenzy's 

hottest tide ? 



Strange it was and wildly sadden. You were hold- 
ing in your arms 

Her a living breathing woman, with the touch, the 
scent, that charms : 

In one instant all was altered ; now your lust was 
left alone 

With a body pure as marble, but as breathless as 
the stone. 
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i6 A MAN'S VENGEANCE 

Half I smiled when first I heard it. It was hard to 

lose her so ; 
Hard that when the thirst was urgent, all that 

quenched the thirst should go ; 
Hard that when the wine to please you. a girl's 

amorous mouth, was found. 
Death should dash the glass to pieces, spill the sweet 

draught on the grotmd. 

Spring would gleam again — the summer still would 

raise the rose from death. 
Not the flower-scent in her kisses, not the rose within 

her breath : 
As a lily dead and withered she the queen of lilies 

lay; 
You for ever now were vanquished, you the victor of 

a day. 

* * 

She was buried in the summer, — and the green grass 

closed above 
All the love-god's hand had fashioned, all that 

lust had stolen from love : 
But the flowers, the grass, received her-— she was 

nineteen— with a sigh ; 
It was early yet to join them, she was over-young 

to die. 
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A MAN'S VENGEANCE 17 

Nature did not leave you lonely, for she set within 

your way 
One whose heart was pure as morning, one whose 

youth was sweet as May : — 
That is one of Nature's bounties ; if a man's hand 

ruins one. 
In his eyes another maiden smiles at rising of the 

sun. 

One had died, but one was living — love's eternal as 

the light ; 
Woman pauses not for darkness, she can scale 

gloom's footless height : 
Though wan sister-ghosts despairing thronged 

the paths of love and sin 
Woman's cold glance would ignore them, if one man 

were left to win. 

One had passed, another sought you : now Con- 
vention you obeyed, 

Stooped to court in common fashion, stooped to woo 
and wed the maid. 

Truth your artist-natore scorning, wealth and 
luxury did not scorn ; 

In due time the white priest blessed you : in due 
time a child was bom. 
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i8 ' A MAN'S VENGEANCE 

Art indeed to you was gracious, that is worth a 

moment's thought ; 
Not a single gift, — a double, even a kingly boon, 

Art brought : 
Heightening joy, repeated rapture, difiering sweet 

virginity; 
Virgin-pureness stolen from heaven, a wife's pure- 

ness stolen from me. 

It was not enough to give you one whose heart 
would struggle long 

With remembrance of a husl^nd, with the o'er- 
shadowing sense of wrong ; 

You must have for prize of prowess, for your reck- 
less heart's reward, 

One who clutched and hugged her pureness hke a 
life-belt from the Lord. 

It was not enough to rob me ; Art must rob the 

skies as well. 
Through massed angels seek an angel fit to mate a 

devil of hell. 
Test the flesh, the teeth, the bosom, see that eyes 

and skin be clear. 
Fling you then the girl to handle, with a blessing — 

and a leer. 
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A MAN'S VENGEANCE 19 

As I thought the matter over, as I turned it in my 

brain. 
Having nought but vengeance left me. nothing else 

to seek or gain. 
As it seemed a spirit whispered, " Let thy vengeance 

for a crime 
Monstrous, be more monstrous even ; let the struggle 

be sublime. 



" Pnny mortab war like mortals— as the sun-god 

waited of old, 
Crushing down the night's dim armies with his sword 

and shafts of gold. 
As the Titans fought the giants, let the deathless 

struggle be ; 
Lo I a sword and shield immortal in the darkness 

wait for thee. 

" Venture down into the darkness, and observe 

within the tomb 
All that once confronted morning hke a flower in 

fullest bloom, 
All that once with sovereign beauty unashamed 

smiled at the sun : 
Venture down ; observe and ponder what the Lord 

God's hand has done. 
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20 A MAN'S VENGEANCE 

" In the deep unholy darkness, under stones of 

monstrous size. 
Mixed with horror of corruption, lurk what once 

were sun-bright eyes : 
In the foul and hideous darkness, by the crawling 

worms caressed. 
Lies what once was peerless sweetness, what was 

once a woman's breast. 



" 'Mid the terror of the darkness, far from scents of 

flower and tree, 
Rest remains of what was sweeter than all blossoms 

once to thee ; 
Heeding not the bitter North wind, nor the West 

wind, nor the South, 
Lies what lured a world to worship, what was once 

a woman's mouth. 



" In the silence of the darkness, in the blackness 

dense, supreme, 
Where no whisper now may travel, where no star 

may ever gleam. 
Rests, the one thing still unchanging though nought 

else imchanged be there, 
Raven as the raven darkness, lovely still, a woman's 

hair. 
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A MAN'S VENGEANCE zi 

" Ponder this, discern and heed it, — mark the thing 

with equal eyes ; 
In the spring be ever mindful, when the simlight 

floods the skies, 
When the flowers awake from dreaming and put on 

their robes of bloom, 
That, though heaven be full of splendour, it is dark 

within the tomb. 

" When in summer the blue ocean spreads its wide 

expanse for thee, 
When thy soul may daily commune with the pure 

soul of the sea, 
With the stars by night, remember there is one 

whom darlmess bars 
From the joy of the wide water, from communion 

^th the stars. 

" When the groves in autumn shiver, as their red 

leaves one by one 
Whirl aroimd the waning chariot of the fast receding 

sun. 
When the waves grow fierce, remember there is one 

who never more 
Will rejoice when autumn's stonn-blasts toss the 

pale foam on the shore. 
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22 A MAN'S VENGEANCE 

" When imperial winter lords it with his robes of 

spotless white, 
Loading every branch with blossoms than the 

summer's bloom more bright. 
Think of one who loved the winter — then remember 

that the snow 
Reigns on earth with sovereign whiteness, but grim 

darkness reigns below." 



Thus the spirit seemed to whisper. Then with 

louder voice it said : 
" Be no more dismayed nor downcast, lift towards 

starht heavens thine bead ; 
Grow from man to lordlier being, — mix thy soul 

with God oo high. 
With the thtmders, with the hghtnings, take thy 

weapons from the sky. 

" Grasp the universe's greatness. There is room 

within its walls 
For a giant's lust of vengeance, for the hate that 

never palls. 
For the wrath that never wearies : grow familiar 

with the Lord. 
Human steel will surely fail thee. Hate demands 

a mightier sword. 
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" Hadst thou slain the man who robbed thee, the 

base cowardly hound through whom 
She who made thy life a glory bound that life up in 

the tomb, 
Hadst thou slain him, all were over. Let the duel 

between you last 
Till ten thousand blood-stained sunsets lie between 

you and the past. 



" Hate demands the sword whose godship through 

the ages glows and gleams ; 
Whence a tide of blood for ever gushes forth in 

crimson streams; 
Hate demands a stem aUiance with the cosmic Lord 

and King, 
Him whose hand that crowns the summer first 

discrowns and spoils the spring. 

" Hate demands that he be helpful, that he pause, 

the heavenly Mars, 
From the joy of shaping slowly, then of shattering 

suns and stars ; 
That be lend the force gigantic that made strong the 

giant sea 
For an instant to a mortal, ntr one moment unto 

thee. 
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34 A MAN'S VENGEANCE 

" Id immense gold-prowed flotillas plunge the star- 
ships through the night 

Leaving each on heaven's dark ocean a strange 
trail of ghttering hght 

Till their maker tires of making, and sets free the 
monstrous storm — 

Not a sail hves on the waters, not one star-ship's 
struggling form I 



" In a single night the star^fieets whom the unseen 

Pilot steers 
May, forsaken by their Pilot, dose their voyage of 

countless years : 
Where the golden ships drove onward, with bright 

ensigns floating free, 
There may roll the ceaseless billows of a void and 

boundless sea. 



" On some stars were human races, generations hke 

our own ; 
Lo 1 the stars on which they clustered in one ^ht 

were overthrown. 
Star to foimdering star may signal, answering guns 

may flash and boom. 
But the thunder-batteries mock them and the light- . 

ning writes their doom. 
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" Nought it matters — man may signal — Christ, a 

pale heroic form, 
SJand forth boldly as a steersman, he can cope not 

with the storm : 
Death, the strong-browed lordlier pilot, with a large 

indifference scorns 
Woman's wreath of dripping roses, Jesus' crown of 

foam-splashed thorns. 

"Woman's love can save no planet, Jesus' 
strength may ^eld no star 

From the fate of sister-vessels, wrecked with sail 
and mast and spar. 

From the hideous wild sea-currents, from the froth- 
ing tides wherein 

Golden prows that seemed immortal whirl and seethe 
and plunge and spin. 

" What if bay-crowned Shakespeares perish as the 

star-ships toss and reel 
On the vast engulfing waters ? Who shall question 

or appeal ? 
Will a voice be heard to murmur from the wet deck 

of the sun 
' Is this reckless slaughter godlike ? Is this justice 

thou hast done ? ' 
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" There the sword thou seekest flashes. Take it 

from the hand divine. 
Let the sword God's hand wields alway for one hoar 

be poised in thine. 
Wooldst thou know where thou mayest find it ? 

Venture once more through the gloom : 
Lo I the Avenger's sword is \yiD% by thy dead wife 

in her tomb. 



" Yes ; the sword that through the eras flashes 

forth and cleaves its way 
Through the striigghng human myriads rests within 

a grave to-day. 
Stoop once more the tomb to enter. From thy dead 

wife's hand adored 
Take the bright blade never tarnished, take the 

living glitterii^ sword. 

"Not with any rapier human shalt thou slay her 

slayer. No : 
Let him Uve till perfect vengeance has full time to 

bud and grow i 
Let his soul be slowly tortured — then when twenty 

years have sped 
Thou mayest challenge him to battle, thou mayest 

strike the body dead. 
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A MAN'S VENGEANCE 2fj 

" That a mortal sword can compass ; but for this 

thou hast to wait 
Till the twenty years have vanished, till revenge 

more fierce and great 
Crowns with blood-red flowers of triumph her whom 

death's cold fingers grasp : 
When the heavenly sword is crimson, put it back 

within her clasp. 

" He was villain and seducer^ he devoid of pang 
or fear 

Now has sought and wedded virtue. Forttme sum- 
mons : he will hear. 

Shall his later life flow smoothly ? Shall his earlier 
wild deeds sink 

Out of thine and God's remembrance ? Has he not 
a dau^ter ? Think." 



Keenly I thought, and as I pondered all my ven- 
geance grew to form 

Like some Eastern genie fashioned out of sand-clouds 
and the storm 

(It may be the heart of Satan grew Satanic just like 
this: 

It may be the world's great Tempter was turned 
Tempter through a kiss. 
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It may be — the thought's instructive — that the 

spirit of Milton knew 
But in part the mighty Spirit whom he still superbly 

drew : 
It may be I understand him, fed a kinship with his 

heart. 
Apprehend great Satan wholly, not in sections, 

not in part. 

It may be that through some woman all the soul of 

Satan changed 
From angelic lordly purpose to wild fiendish lust, 

deranged. 
Racked, distorted, shaken, shattered ; it may be the 

whole world's fall 
Was indeed the fall of woman, that some girl began 

it alL 

Strange if all the harm accomplished, all the dark 

fierce evil done 
Till this moment from the moment when the first 

night slew the sun. 
Strange if battle's dripping horror, silent murder's 

stealthy tread, 
Just because some kiss miscarried, changed a white 

world to a red.) 
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She should join the mighty army : she with all her 

girhsh bloom 
Should not die but live, and living grow corrupt 

within a tomb. 
She should join the mighty army of her sisters. 

What is one 
Woman worth in the eyes of Nature — or one blossom 

to the son ? 

You had planned for her a future : I had planned 

it out as well. 
You had comied it o'er by sunlight, I by torches 

lit in hell. 
You had given my wife two husbands. I would 

give your daughter's form 
To the vast embrace of darkness, to the snow-drifts. 

to the storm. 



You had given my wife a lover : I would make 

superb return. 
You had wandered with my darling through the 

forest, through the fern. 
Through the sunht groves and thickets — to pay back 

the boon was right ; 
I would hand your spotless darling to the suitors 

of the night. 
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You had wandered through the roses, you and Amy, 

but your girl 
Now should wander by the river where the sullen 

grey waves swirl : 
You had wandered through the meadows — but your 

daughter's hand should hold 
Not the blossoms of the morning but the midnight's 

shameless gold. 



All the stars that shone above her just the self-same 

tale could tell : 
Every star through all our stages passes, moulds its 

heaven and hell. 
Love is bom amid the blossoms tossing seed-germs 

on the air ; 
Sin is hidden in red geraniums, and adultery's joy is 

there. 

In all stars the self-same story — why should she 

your daughter shun 
I^ve that all the stars have witnessed, or will 

witness, and the stm ? 
Not by pm:e love was our planet fostered into stately 

bloom. 
But by passion, ever passion, shining flowerlike 

through the gloom. 
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In unseen remote wild cities on the stars we cannot 

reach 
There are crimes more sanguine even than the 

crimes our women teach : 
In deep flowerful lanes and fragrant on the coohng 

darkening sun 
Lips shall cling to Ups, and blood-drops down the 

clashing sword-blades run. 



In that small star twinkUog dimly through the blue 

air that fatigues 
Human gaze that fain would travel o'er the limitless 

dark leagues 
Theodora's eyes are sun-bright, and the Borgia's 

cup is there 
Gleaming gold against the lamplight, though less 

golden than her hair. 

Jealous steps have followed passion, and have made 
the passion sweet 

— Till the hot blood of her lover flowed aroimd some 
woman's feet : 

In the silence of dim castles, in cold vaults of star- 
less gloom 

On the stars have maddened husbands built for 
love a living tomb. 
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Though the moon is dull and lampless, there has 

been strange lamplight seen 
Where her iron-boimd heights and silent once were 

bowers of sun-kissed green: 
On the calm white moon we gaze at love has learnt 

to curse or bless ; 
Sex has grown from flower to flower-breast, from 

flower-pollen to caress. 



Through the blossomy same sweet stages sex has 

passed upon the moon : 
From the April Ups of blossoms up to woman's 

mouth of June; 
From the heart within the snowdrop on to woman's 

heart most sweet ; 
From inception to completion, hastening on with 

guttering feet. 

From experience to experience moved the cosmic 

spirit, and tried 
How the reed could love its bridegroom, how the 

rose could love its bride ; 
Bafiled sometimes, victor often, with one salient end 

in view — 
"niat the beings who loved unconscious should win 

conscious rapture too : 
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That the glory ol perfect passion first should pour its 

marvellous light 
O'er the violets in the valleys, theo on lovers on 

the height ; 
That its ecstasy should mingle every dream of 

subtlest bliss. 
From the scents within the blossoms to the fragrance 

of the kiss. 



From the foam on starry oceans has sweet Venus 

sprung, and smiled, — 
Tossed the weary thorns of Jesus, laughing like a 

wayward child. 
On the blue waves whence she glistened, with the 

eyes that mock the light. 
Mock the starshine, mock the sunshine, and the 

hair that mocks the night. 

When she tossed the thorns of Jesus on the waters 

in repose 
Rotmd the snowy limbs they worshipped, then she 

plucked and kissed the rose : 
Ever since in all the planets has the rose's fragrant 

breath 
Mocked at all the creeds that tell us only of virtue 

which is death. 
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Yes : in every star have sages who with fearless 

footsteps trod 
Told us, " Goodness is eternal, goodness and this only 

is God ; " 
Told us, " Knowledge only is priceless, seek ye 

knowledge till the end — 
Wisdom is man's surest helpmate, learning man's 

most faithful friend." 



Bat in every star the sages changed their chant 

when Venus came. 
When upon a thousand altars heavenward leaped 

the fragrant flame : 
In the night some woman kissed them, and they 

cried, " By heaven above 
Love alone has power eternal, yea the only God is 

love I " 

For alone beyond all measure is the life of love 

indeed. 
Mighty, boundless, past computing, baffling pale 

belief and creed ; 
Gazing straight into the stailand, standing forth a 

fearless form 
In the midnight when the ocean hurls its challenge 
at the storm : 
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In its life that knows no limit, mocking death and 

time and space. 
Making man a deathless sharer, if he seek love's 

pure embrace — 
For the life of love will barely in its fulness be begun 
When on heaven's blue waste of waters sinks the 

gold sail of the sun. 



Each should print his stamp upon her, every suitor 

write in flame 
On her body^s pure soft whiteness the lewd tetters 

of his name : 
You had planned for her a marriage — I was planning, 

I as well ; 
But I brought a thousand bridegrooms, and the 

rings were shaped in hell. 

This was carrying out your system ; I remember 

well your creed : 
" Not by loving one " — you wrote it — " can a man's 

strong soul succeed. 
Are all flowers the same for ever ? Is the scent of 

autumn fields 
One with all the magic fragrance that the countless 

may-bloom yields ? 
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" Pass from woman unto woman, winning nobler life 

from each," 
So you dreamed and so you taught us — " pass from 

strawberry unto peach : 
Pass from tulip to petiinia ; pass from snowdrop 

pure and white 
To the regnant rose whose perfume gives the amorous 

stars delight. 

" Every kiss brings novel rapture ; every woman 

can bestow 
On her lover's heart a portion of the life the high 

gods know : 
One can give through ardent rapture of embrace or 

touch of hand 
All the wide sea's virgin sweetness, one the fr^^rance 

of the land. 

" One bestows upon her lover, while in heaven the 

bright stars bum. 
The dim sweetness of the forest when the dew's 

kiss thrills the fern ; 
One the pmity of mountains, where the snows for 

ever gleam. 
One the laughter of the sunUght, one the pale moon's 

vir^ dream. 
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" Seek, — and seek, and seek for ever — for the Holy 

of holies waits 
To embrace you, to receive you in its rapturous 

golden gates : 
Woman is the Holy of holies, — made most sacred 

by the Lord ; 
Sent for man to win by treason, or by passion, or 

the sword. 



" Little it matters how you win her, so the queenly 

gift be won : 
Win her 'neath the stealthy midnight, win her boldly 

'neath the stm. 
Nought it matters,— claim her splendour. When 

one flower grows wan and pale 
Bear in mind that countless blossoms wait in vii^ 

mead and vale." 



That was what you wrote and taught us, — and yon 

wrote the play besides 
That made many a wise heart sadder. " Countless 

blossom-scented brides 
God's most kindly thought provided for King 

Solomon of old : " 
So you phrased it, while his history in your ringing 

verse you told. 
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Throiigh the maze of gKttering jewels we with eager 
footsteps sped. 

Saw the sapphires mock the ocean, rubies mock the 
sunset's red ; 

Saw the emeralds mock the green woods, saw the 
diamonds mock the dawn, 

Watched the veils that shielded beauty by a mon- 
arch's hand withdrawn. 



" For each woman when you win her, each fair 

queen that you possess, 
Has a silent sti^Age giit hidden in the white hand 

you caress. 
Brings the bloom of flowers imearthly from remote 

and vanished lands. 
Gives the King a boon exceeding all he gives with 

lavish hands. 



" All the magic of past love-tales, all the moonlight of 

past skies, 
Liu'ks to-day within the sweetness of a girl's un- 

conquered eyes : 
All the softness and the lustre of her bright and 

guiltless gaze 
By past love-crimes was created, by red deeds of 

anci^it days. 



n,<iN..(jNGoogle 



A MAN'S VENGEANCE 39 

" life yoa ask, and life eternal ? Seek it not in 
one embrace: 

It abides not in the splendour of the loveliest once- 
kissed face. 

To no woman, bnt to woman, gave the Lord God 
life divine ; 

Through a thousand eyes the glory of a thousand 
stars must shine. 

" Pass from hfe to life rejoicing. On a single night, 

keen-eyed. 
With superb and sudden lai^hter win the sweetness 

of a bride 
From the mountains. Let another in your golden 

palace wait : 
Let her beauty lead you slowly through some forest's 

moonht gate. 

" Would you revel in love fof ever, with no sense 

of pale fatigue. 
See vast fragrant plains before you, stretching 

league beyond green league, — 
Would you drink at streams immortal, know the 

bliss that chains and charms 
God himself whose thoi^ht devised it ? Lo I it 

smiles in woman's arms." 
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Now I carry out your teaching. Why should she 

your daughter miss 
All the subtle sweet strange learning that's conveyed 

us through a kiss ? 
She shall have a thousand bridegrooms, she shall 

win from each a boon : 
One shall bring her August's rapture, one the 

fragrant life of June. 

If God teaches by fair woman, he can teach through 
man as well. 

Love was heaven to yon the father. To the daugh- 
ter is it hell ? 

Did the King win lives past number from a thousand 
sweet-lipped wives ? 

Let your daughter make the trial of at least a 
hundred hves I 



Let your daughter win her queenhood as he Won his 
kinghood, he : 

Let her love as amorous sunlight loves the foam- 
flowers on the sea. 

With divine sweet endless freedom. As King Solo- 
mon was one 

With the sunhght, let your daughter love superbly 
like the sun. 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



A MAN'S VENGEANCE 41 

Yes : your creed should be consistent. I am giv- 
ing priceless things. 

Why resCTve the noblest raptures for wild poets' 
hearts and kings ? 

Give your daughter scope and outlet. Let her 
learn the secrets taught 

Unto hearts of men by passion, by strong reinless 
fearless thought. 

Let her pierce behind the curtain, aye turn atheist 

if she wills. 
Let her worship when the stmshine streams across 

the golden hills 
Not a God who lives and loves us, but a soulless 

Force, a blind 
Eyeless God within the sunshine, and a dumb God 

in the wind. 



So the silent years sped onward and I watched 

your daughter grow ; 
Felt my vengeance' shape maturing, in thought's 

deep womb fashioned slow, — 
Knew that Nature's heart was with me. Nature 

r^nant over all, — 
Loved to watch the girl's form rounding, ripenii^ 

sweetly for her fall. 
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If her soft eyes met her father's with a look of trust 

divine, 
" That is only for a moment— wait," I thought, 

" and gaze in mine : 
You will see the devil lurking and the fires of hell 

within ; 
Yoa will ro^ on your destruction, yon will kiss the 

rose of sin. 

" You the daughter of an artist surely in you will be 

bom 
All an artist's love of pleasure, all an artist's raging 

scorn 
For pale Custom's petty maxims. It will not be 

hard indeed 
To convert your father's daughter to your father's 

flower-crowned creed. 

" You may kiss your dark-maned pony, as you 
kissed your dolls and toys; 

You may kiss your hand to ' father,' heart as buoy- 
ant as a boy's ; 

Yet the artist's doom is on you. On that doom I 
stake, I win : 

You whose lips the dawn's rose envied, you shall 
kiss the rose of sin." 
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When I knew your daughter loved me, when my 

power was one with Fate's 
To pour darkness rotmd her footpath and unbar 

hell's eager gates, — 
When I knew that all was ready, when I knew that 

all was well, 
For one hour I paused exultant, singing at the doors 

of heU. 

For one hour I paused triumphant, with my victoiy 

in my hand : 
He whose love had power immortal, he alone can 

understand 
How the anger and hate immortal can with kingly 

rapture see 
Their keen flashing swords victorious, wet with 

blood eternally. 



Then my yaaming soul turned elsewhere. It was 

on a n%ht in June ; 
Through blue cloudless heavens and tranquil slowly 

swam the white-sailed moon ; 
I would seek once more the graveyard : for one 

moment I would stand 
By the tomb from whose dark chambers I had 

snatched the avenging brand. 
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I would tell the poor dead woman all my living 
hand had done : 

She chained in with nameless horror, mute, secluded 
from the sun. 

Should take part with me in vengeance. I would 
show her once the sword 

Ere the streams of blood that waited o'er the stain- 
less steel were poured. 

So I sought the tomb at midnight. All the cluster- 
ing flowers were sweet : 

There were fuchsias, red geraniums, — ^their soft 
petals brushed my feet. 

Their pure fragrance floated round me. But their 
dew-kissed tender bloom 

Well I knew could never reach her, her I worshipped 
in the tomb. 



At the flowers I gazed and loved them : she had 

loved aU blossoms so. 
" Heartless flowers," I thought, " to blossom since 

my loved one cannot know ! 
How your beauty gleams triumphant, how your 

fragrance fills the air 
With delight and peace mimeasured, though it 

sharpens my despair I " 
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Sometbing touched my hand and roused me— not 

a cold toach but a warm. 
From the flowers my head I lifted. Lo 1 beside me 

stood a form. 
Well my whole thrilled spirit knew it ; just the same 

old haunting grace. 
And the deep hair deep as darkness, framing still 

the imperial face. 



But its sweetness was the one thing, just the one 

thing that I knew : 
Sweeter still and ever sweeter the bright marvellous 

same smile grew : 
Vainly strove the waning moonlight, and the stars 

forsook the skies. 
For a softer hght and loveher shone within a woman's 

eyes. 

Then the fragrance of the blossoms grew intenser, 

but it seemed 
That with her theur fragrance blended, that for her 

their beauty gleamed, 
And I knew that I was waking, that I dreamed not 

now nor slept : 
For the &rst time since she left me, leaning on the 

cross, I wept. 
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Then I raised my bead and watched her, and she 

spoke at last and said : 
" I am living and I love thee. Since I love thee, 

hate is dead. 
Since I give thee all my sweetness, thine for ever, 

thy reward. 
By this marble cross for ever leave thy vengeance 

and thy sword." 

« * 

For a moment I stood awestmck : in my hands I 

hid my face. 
Then I looked, but all was lonely. Very silent was 

the place. 
She had V2inished. Gazing Eastward, morning's first 

soft golden gleam 
Showed that twenty years of darkness had passed 

nightward Uke a dream. 

* • 

That was all, but that was ample. From the 

moment when I knew 
That the Uving woman waited, that her living soul 

was true, 
All things changed their form, their colour. All was 

altered by the sun 
As it rent the clouds proclaiming that an endless 

night was done. 
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As I pondered, while the sunlight o'er the grave- 
yard poured its flame. 

Every tomb was there unaltered, — yet not one tomb 
seemed the same. 

Had not she, the dead sweet woman whom I thought 
no God could save. 

Stood with hving foot triumphant 'mid the blossoms 
on her grave ? 



Had not she who loved all roses touched the roses 

by her tomb 
With the feet the blossoms worshipped, mixed her 

own white deathless bloom 
With the sweetness, with the whiteness, of the flowers 

that clustered there ? 
Had not she who banished gladness, with the same 

hand slain despair ? 

Yes : the crosses stood unaltered, — nay, transfigured 
every one 

In the pure light of the morning, in the sweet flame 
of the sun. 

What was lying beneath was simply the worn rai- 
ment of the dead ; 

By each tomb a figure standing lifted heavenward 
sim-bright head. 
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I could see the mighty army in that golden glad 

sunrise 
With my vision now exalted, with my purged 

illumined eyes. 
By one tomb a mother waited ; lo I the love eternal 

smiled 
On the face that change had touched not. By the 

next grave stood a child. 

They were there, the host immortal ; they were 
safe, and they were glad : 

Though I marked a hundred faces, not one face of 
all was sad. 

All the ironbound gates I dreaded, gates that fiend- 
like legions guard 

By one hand — and it was love's hand — in one 
instant were unbarred. 

In the graves the raiment rested — set apart, just 

put aside. 
Like the robes that shine and gUtter at the noonday 

on a bride : 
It is not the gorgeous raiment, not the lustrous 

wedding-white, 
That the bridegroom claims and covets on the 

exultant wedding-night. 
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Then for nights and days I pondered, — and new 

light upon me gleamed ; 
By one woman's resurrection all the wide world was 



It might be that Jesos also had escaped the grave's 
cold clutch ; 

But that fact was not all-potent, though one con- 
quering fact was much. 

One man's voice across the ages had not strength 

enough to reach ; 
All the lessons that I needed love's sweet eyes alone 

could teach : 
Christ had played his part, and vanished, — but the 

ages' dead must rise ; 
Every graveyard through the centuries must be lit 

by living eyes. 

It mi^t be the Force I had railed at was indeed 

not wholly vile. 
Out of sex all sin proceeded ; but, as well, the 

mother's smile. 
Death and crime and lust and horror,— all by God 

were caused, 'twas true : 
Also life and love and beauty ; give the guiding 

Power its due. 
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Judge the Lord, but judge him justly ; not with 

mercy, but with truth : 
He who cripples age and maims it, moulds as well 

the hps of youth. 
He who gives the snake its poison, anus the tiger in 

its lair, 
Used blue heaven for woman's glances, heaven's 

whole sunshine for her hair. 



Star by star he shapes and shatters, but' each star's 

task may be done 
When to golden dust he grinds it, — and the gold 

dust makes a stm. 
From the sun new life proceedeth, and a imiverse 

anew 
Soon exults with emerald leafage, ocean-wastes of 

boundless blue. 

It may be the Force that leads ns, labounng on 

from age to age, 
Hath the power to cause all anguish, and the genius 

to assuage. 
He idio struck aside my fetters after twenty years of 

pain 
In each star we see may loosen, after ages, every 
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Though vast hosts of men be martyred, though 

their blood be freely poured 
By the hand of their Creator on each planet's 

emerald sward, 
Greener grows the grass, it may be : and the dead 

may rise again 
More than conquerors through the death-stroke, 

more than deathless through their pain. 



It may be the Power immortal has no power to raise 

or crown 
TUl the hfe that seems so precious we ourselves 

disdain, lay down ; 
On the eyes that search for morning everlasting 

light may stream ; 
There may be, beyond earth's beauty, beauty 

passing thought or dream. 



Though the prophet, growing hoary, feels his task 

not wholly done ; 
Sees the peaks his foot will tread not, gilded by the 

setting Sim ; 
Though he knows the dream that lured him, glorious 

in the morning Ught> 
Now with gentle hands must lead him towards the 

silence, towards the night ; 
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Though he knows that he will reap not, though his 

hand the seed has sown. 
That the brazen towers will fall not, till a mightier 

blast be blown, 
He remembers, as his sword-arm wearier grows, while 

eyes grow dim. 
That the host goes marching onward, that it tarries 

not for him. 

Onward ever towards its triumph, though the 

leaders' forms may fall. 
Moves that never-pausing army, following Freedom's 

trumpet-call: 
And the victors, when their glances scan the path 

by which they came. 
Will remember their dead leaders, iron hearts and 

swords of flame. 

I will carry out my vengeance, on msreelf the stroke 

shaU fall; 
I who would have slain all foemen, I myself will die 

for all: 
Yes, to-morrow when the simlight bids the blossoms 

smile and bloom. 
You will find my body lying by the cross that crowns 

a tomb. 
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— Yet . . . the hardest is the highest. It is harder 

far to live 
With that sweet ghost of the darlmess still elusive, 

fugitive ; 
Once again mine eyes have Seen her — now Ufe's task 

is harder far, 
For mine eyes that searched the darkness, having 

found, have lost a star. 

Still to hold fast to the vision ; to believe that love is 

near; 
Daily still to struggle onward, without rapture, 

without fear ; 
To retain one's faith in sunset, when the sun has left 

the sky. 
In gold blossoms in white winter, — ^this is harder 

than to die. 



Harder, harder was it doubtless, when the risen 

Jesus turned 
Heavenward, still to toil and wrestle though the 

whole soul upward yearned ; 
Harder was it, stranger was it, than the wrestle 

ere he came : 
One may grope 'mid utter darkness, one is dazed by 

flickering flame. 
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None the less, 'tis life that beckons. Ill renounce, 

if so God wills. 
For the grander hope that quickens even the grand 

despair that kills : 
Setting forth by strenuous labour, earnest words or 

heartfelt song, 
That the highest noblest vengeance is to prove, and 

spare, the wrong. 



But another question presses, grips my heart and 

storms my brain : 
What of her your pure-souled daughter, — her I've 

toiled so long to gain ? 
If I've won her, can I leave her ? Through my heart 



Thrilling all that heart's dim dungeons and defiant 
castle-keeps. 

Not the old mid lust of vengeance, but a passion 

new and strange : 
to I communion at the graveside in me has wrought 

a mighty change. 
Just a moment's sweet communing with a loved 

one's soul and form ; 
Yet it flashed through all my nature like live 

sunlight through a storm. 



n,gN..(JNGOOglC 



A MAN'S VENGEANCE 55 

Do I love her, her your daughter ? Did the sweet 
lorm at the grave 

Come for love's supreme ends only,— come to suc- 
cour, come to save ? 

Did she rise from starless regions, did she stoop from 
starlit air, 

Sent to turn at least one sister from the footpaths of 
despair ? 

Am I destined then to love her, her I strove so long 

to win 
Just to crown her white clear forehead with the 

blood-red wreath of sin ?. 
— Oh, we know not what resources in this wild 

strange world may be ! 
What of light behind the darkness, what of calm 

beneath the sea I 



Six months later I am writing. All is simpler now 

to-day. 
Many mj^teries now are clearing : many doubts have 

fled away. 
Now I love your daughter madly. All the past has 

sunk to sleep 
la one vast gold sunset-splendour, in one star- 

illumined deep. 
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I have learned that love is endless. You were wrong 

in all your creed. 
If your King had loved one woman, all his lust and 

endless greed 
Then had changed to endless passion ; but to passion 

pure and free 
As the wind that loves the wave-crest, white upon a 

sununer sea. 



Love is ever-growing passion ; love is passion of the 

heart. 
Love is girlhood, love is woman ; Art is man, and 

lustful Art 
Smells of blood and death and horror. Love most 

radiant. Love most fair 
Smells of never-dying roses, and of Spriiig's soft 

breast and hair. 



Take your Art and closely dasp it, as they clasp the 

crucifix, 
Saintly sinners ; light your tapers at Art's greasy 

smoky wicks : 
I will clasp my wife for ever, even your daughter, 

now my prize ; 
Light a flame of love for ever at the pure flame of 

her eyes. 
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Still each day the glad sun rises, still its conquering 
light surprises 
Flower and flower together clinging 'mid the 
darkness and the dew : 
Still the sea with flash of greeting smiles in heaven's 
face, proudly meeting 
The gold sunshine in its rob» of emerald green or 
sapphire blue. 

u 
Rose by rose shines out for ever, their gay groups 
will vanish never 
Filling garden after garden, scenting all the 
smnmer breeze : 
From the fem-lined quiet valleys still the silver 
streamlet sallies 
And the white foam flings its stainless wedding- 
garment o'er the seas. 
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III 
Orb by orb the stellar legions fill the far sky's view- 
less regions 
And the pale moon sails resplendent through the 
purple seas of space. 
Darkness still is full of fancies for the hearts that 
weave romances. 
Finding all the heavens' pure starlight in one 
human worshipped face, 
rv 
Still within the forest covers mix the hearts and 
hands of lovers, 
Still the lover seeks the eternal in the mom«it's 
endless bliss : 
Still the silences are broken by the mystic old words 
spoken 
And the rose becomes self-conscious and divine 
in woman's kiss. 

V 

But the souls that pass and leave us, as the swift 
fierce years bereave us 
Of our pleasures, of our gladness, of our health 
and hopes and ease. 
Where axe they? What darkness holds them? 
What of awful light enfolds them ? 
What of SheCey when above him closed the mantle 
of the seas ? 
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VI 

He who sang the bright world's wonder, when he 
heard alone the thunder 
And beheld alone the curving loveless white 
breasts of the waves. 
Did he then, no more a dreamer, pass to life and 
love supremer 
Than om' noblest living passion in this earth of 
flowers and graves ? 

VII 

Or did speechless terror grasp him, as the waves' 
hands sought to clasp him. 
As the flower-sweet glad earth vanished from his 
thoughts and from his ken, — 
As he turned towards one who waited, one for ever- 
more unmated. 
Or yearned back in that dread moment towards a 
lost love once again ? 
vni 
That is what to-day we wonder, striving madly 
now to stmder 
Death's serene and sombre curtain, full of star- 
hght or of gloom. 
What of sins and wild offences when the human 
nerves and senses 
Fail, or change their form and message at the 
gateway of the tomb ? 
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What of pain and expiation, what of undreamed 
tribulation. 
What of horror, what of anguish, what of dark- 
ness closing round. 
When the soul, a conscience only, pays for life's 
sins, joyless, lonely. 
Naked, helpless, homeless, loveless, in a realm 
without a sotmd ? 

X 

What of souls for ever djring ? Though we hear 
no groans nor crying 
Yet there may be round about us in the star- 
shine, in the air. 
Fieriest torment past our speaking, mad revenge that 
fiends are wreaking 
On the souls we counted victors, on the faces we 
found fair. 

XI 

Passion changeless, love eternal I Yes : but this 
by hate infernal 
May be dogged and d<^ed for ever. Life's dim 
secrets who shall tell ? 
Ttuxiugh unmeasured tribulations, on through end- 
less incarnations 
Still may toil the human spirit, changing fairest 
heaven for hell. 
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xn 
What of noblest love that perished, unredeemed, 
uncrowned, uncherished. 
In the far-of! silent eras that no legend may 
restore ? 
If in one life pain is boundless, what of pain's grim 
footsteps soundless 
Over years that know no limit, or on seas that 
know no shore ? 

xni 
Love eternal may for ever bring sweet joy that lessens 
never. 
Growing upward, upward alway, gathering 0owers 
in heavenly meads : 
Love unchanging, stem and deathless, crowned 
with starless agony, breathless. 
May for ever pant pursuing a pale ghost that still 
recedes. 

xrv 
Oh, we apprehend so little, we who deem love's 
bonds are brittle, 
What of mystery, strange, unfathomed, lurks 
within the gentlest eyes I 
With her soul the woman holds us, when her soft 
embrace enfolds us, 
And the soul releases never, and the last kiss^never 
dies. 
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Are not lovers still abiding in some union death- 
deriding? 
Are not all stars linked together ? Is not change- 
less law sujffeme ? 
Love eternal, hate unfailing, endless struggle, 
hopeless wailing. 
Now and then one mighty vision of God's face, 
one marvellous gleam 1 



Is it triumph, is it terror ? Is it victory over error 
That the human race is winnii^, or a larger power 
of pain ? 
Is the crown of love most tender, after all, a blood- 
stained splendour ? 
Is it joy or is it anguish ? Is it loss or is it gain ? 
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SONNET 



(" Slain by judgment thou shalt die.' 
Mr. Swinburne's Sonnet, called "Czar 
Louis XVI. Absit omen I ") 

Who shall the supreme Judge's task assume ? 
Not wholly mean the ill-starred Louis rose 
Erect amid not wholly heroic foes : 

Dethroned, not all unmanned, he strove with doom. 

Wrath's lightnings bring not dawn from midnight's 
gloom. 
Slowly man's sense of larger justice grows : 
Hugo abides, when blood-^med Marat goes : 

Heaven's true Republic builds not on the tomb. 

Most storm-tossed saddest spirit of all the race 
Has been the darkling soul men call the Czar. 
No flower-strewn path his wavering feet have 
trod. 
Behold within the judgment-angel's face, 
Than the sun's utmost flame more dreadful ia.T, 

The immense unswerving awful pity of God. 
January Z?. 1905 
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A DEAD PROPHET 

[" Je croii en Dieu." Victor Hugo c 
his death-bed. 



Since the passing of the Master, death and sorrow 
and disaster. 
Grief and battle and grim horror, all before our 
eyes have gleamed. 
Since the impassioned marvellous singing through the 
listening world went ringing. 
What has time accomplished ? Little — of the 
deeds the poet dreamed. 

II 

Still the world he loved, predicting that our strifes 
and aims conflicting 
Would be merged in peace made perfect in a nobler 
epoch bom, 
Struggles on, with anguish shaken. One by one 
hfe's hopes awaken : 
One by one life's fair hopes perish, while the wild 
hours laugh in scorn. 
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A DEAD PROPHET 



Revolution's blood-bright glory still for Hugo closed 
the story 
Of the people's timeless sorrow, brought unmea- 
sured hopes to birth. 
Then at last the strong sun's splendour forced all 
darkness to surrender, 
So he deemed, proclaiming freedom to a saved 
exultant earth. 

IV 

Giant faith, supreme and splendid, ever widening, 
vast, extended 
From our earth to farthest heaven, — reaching, 
fearless, down to hell 1 
How we miss the word that told us that Love's arms 
for «ver hold us, 
That with even the worst and saddest in the end 
it must be well. 

V 
To each woman, pale, heart-broken, some sweet 
word of new hope spoken 
Should bring solace everlasting, joy that deepens 
evermore. 
" Yes, at Judas' wild repentance, I would change, 
reverse, the sentence : 
I would say to Judas, ' Enter.' I would open 

wide the door," 
B.P. " E 
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A DEAD PROPHET 



Since the poet's great soul left us, since at last Time's 
hand bereft us 
Of the heart that sought grief's twilight, of the 
eyes that sought the sun. 
Since that hour the world has darkened, men in 
vain have yearned and hearkened 
For some voice of noble mandate, for some large 
song-victory won. 

VII 

Wars and pangs and desolation I For our sorrowii^ 
troubled nation 
Ceased 'mid battle's peals of thunder the Victorian 
vast repose. 
Through the forced down-beaten gateway surged in 
clamorous myriads straightway 
All the spirits that foster discord, all love's 
strenuous dark-browed foes. 
VIII 

Strife in Africa raged cbainless, — ^War's steeds, 
foaming, frantic, reinless, . 
Dragged their chariots over thousands and the 
children wailed and fell. 
Who shall teU us, who shall measure, what was lost 
of love's pure treasure. 
What was wasted of soul-brightness, what of 
heaven's heart entered hell ? 
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DE 

If, divine from heights above 11s, longing yet to serve, 
to love us. 
On our earth the soul of Hugo, angel-great, 
majestic, gleamed. 
How that pure soul must have shuddered as it 
watched the world unruddered 
Drifting towards the white-mouthed breakers, 
knowing Love in vain had dreamed t 

X 

Then came Macedonia's terror— doubt, betrayal, 
darkness, error ; 
All the summer flowers as ever towards God's 
heaven their fragrance poured : 
But amid the flowers were wailing sobs that sought 
heaven unavailing, 
Forms that wrestled as with demons, forms that 
writhed upon the sword. 

XI 
Then in Eastern far-off regions mixed Japan's and 
Russia's legions ; 
Human blood-drops mii^led ever with the white 
foam on the deep : 
The bright moonbeams shone and sported on dead 
faces, weird, distorted. 
Thousands hurled by man's inventions into sudden 
blood-stained sleep. 
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XII 

Once the grand voice spake in thunder, and a world 
in silent wonder 
Watched as Empire shook and tottered, as Napo- 
leon reeled and fell. 
Woold not Hugo's great heart darken, if to-day 
he had to hearken 
To the deepening wail of anguish of the world he 
loved so well ? 

XIII 

Hugo's stem Republic fighting still with Rome, old 
feuds exciting 
Ever newer hate and anger in the world he thought 
reborn ! 
Darkness still around us brooding, from the darkness 
still protruding 
Clustered swords we never dreamed of, not a 
token as yet of mom I 

XIV 

Can he bend, divinely grieving, o'er us, he who died 
believing 
That the God of love was near us ? Can he reach 
us with a word ? 
If a deed was done inhuman, deadly wrong to man 
or woman, 
Still his'spirit, so he told us, in the thunder would 
be heard- 
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A DEAD PROPHET 



Yes, we linger, hoping, praying that the stars their 
light conveying 
To our earth may also bring us light of hope from 
souls afar : 
That for man's redemption striving still works 
grandly, still surviving. 
One whose heart with Christ's heart mingled, one 
whose soul is as a star. 
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THE BATTLE OF THE SEA OF JAPAN 
May 27 and 28, 1905 

Great past all strength of watchers to appraise. 

The deed by faith and patient valour done 

When on Tsushima's waters sank the sun - 
And night's grim victory followed on the day's ! 
Before the Western nations' wondering gaze 

The East stood forth, and fought for hfe, and won. 

Ship by ship foundered, gun by giant gun. 
And a new Empire met the morning's rays. 

What that fierce anguish meant what tongue can 
teU? 
Fate's fuU desire what mortal power can name 
Or read the secret of the word that came 
Fire-winged from heaven through battle's monstrous 

heU? 
But this we know, that some vast idol fell 
And Nelson's land is glad at Togo's fame. 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



TWO SONNETS 



AN ACTOR'S BURIAL 

Sir Henry Irving died at Bradford oo 
October 13, 1905, and was burled in West 
minster Abbey on October 20 



Crowned by a world whose heart his genins swayed. 
Through dim October light a great man goes 
From ceaseless labour to supreme repose : 

The arduous part has been superbly played. 

Death summoned, — and no dalljang foot delayed : 
The curtain falls that for the long toil rose. 
To that strange stage no human eyesight knows 

He passes, trusting, hopeful, undismayed. 

Hissing the actor changed into a friend, 
His London for a moment feels alone. 

Once more the Abbey's solemn arms extend 
Welcome. No sound of ringing trumpets blown 

Marshals this valiant spirit to his end. 

But Memory's hands will rear his silent throne. 
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He saw with genius' glance the future hour 
When England's nobler drama, nobly done. 
Shall on some grand ideal stage be one 

With English acting, a most mighty power : 

Heir of the age when, bursting into flower 
At Marlowe's touch, its passionate life begun, 
Beneath those heavens where Shakespeare was 
the sun. 

Our drama gave to time that priceless dower. 

Shakespeare his debtor, Tennjrson his friend. 

While Becket's last great words became his own. 

Immortal, here he met his mortal end. 
Treading the lampless ghostly boards alone ; 

Destined through all the undying years to be 

On England's st^e a deathless memory. 
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THE ANGEL OF ENGLAND 



WhII£ out puny tasks engross ns, while the hearts 
of thousands dream, 
While we dally with our pleasures or our grief, 
Gladly, sadly, the world marches towards some 
destiny supreme 
And it may be that the fatal hours are brief. 



What of England ? What of glory in the future 
shall there be 
Left for England, if she loses in her Xxua 
Lordship over many peoples with the lordship of 
the sea, — 
If the fates that beckoned ever, change and spurn ? 
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So a man may win a woman, — ^for an hour he guards 

and holds. 

For an hour, one fleeting moment. What avails ? 

There are watchful foemen waiting. What his 

conqueror's arm enfolds 

Hay elude him, if his strength or wisdom fails. 



IV 

Lo I he wakes and she has vanished, and the world 
is left in dim 
Utter darkness, cold and starless evermore. 
The queen-woman once made over, wholly trusted 
unto him. 
Passes out, but pauses ghostlike at the door. 



So a pause has come, a moment in our history, 

strange and stem, 

For we have to choose the pathway we will take. 

And we have not long to loiter, for the tide is on the 

turn. 

And a Bride's heart is our own, to win or breeik. 
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Yea, the Spirit superb and stainless whose soft 
breath was on the sea 
And her sweetness in the roses of our land 
Pauses yet with love and longing. Would we have 
her footstep flee ? 
Would we lose the passionate pressure of her 
hand? 



VII 

Not in fancy do we dream of watchful spirits who 

surround. 

Some with love, but some with hatred in their gaze. 

One has led us, one has loved us, one has guarded vs 

and crowned. 

One has guided us tlu-ough dark and devious ways. 



But the seers whose souls can travel through the 

shadows and the gloom 

Tremble now — ^they see behind the figure white 

Darker forms that wait and threaten, evil hosts that 

tower and loom, 

And they seethe sun's orb menaced by the night. 
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THE ANGEL OF ENGLAND 



All the world is moved to turmoil. In the northland 
Russia stirs : 
The far East^n peoples wake to life unknown. 
India watches, dimly wondering what of changed 
doom may be hers : 
Europe watches, from her still mishaken throne. 



Revolution's undercurrent, soundless, ever tinged 
with red, 
Hou^ beneath the lordly palaces of kings. 
Peace the Czar desired. The moonlight on white 
faces of his dead 
Glitters now, the answering vultures wave their 
wings. 



Poland, Finland, llghtward struggle, and the Russian 

with the Jew 

Wrestles, till at last the bomb does ruthless work. 

O'er Armenia God looks down from ceaseless skies 

of sunlit blue. 

But he sees the dripping weapons of the Turk. 
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Such the world is in this vaunted twentieth century 
after Christ, 
With the Churches chanting hymn and solemn 
psalm: 
Satan ever with the crimson-handed Sultan keeping 
tryst; 
Europe gazing, halt amused and wholly calm. 



Mighty poets dead, forgotten, mighty statesmen 

passed away. 

While we dream of gold and luxury and gain ! 

No stem Leader whom the people with stem passion 

may obey : 

Titans vanish, — but the clamorous dwarfs remain. 



XIV 
Women changing, not to angels, English women 
downward drawn, 
Engbsh streets at night a wonder and a crime, 
While above our city still as ever breaks the sinless 
dawn 
Crimson, golden, not in Christ's day more sublime. 
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THE ANGEL OF ENGLAND 



Still the Angel's gaze upon our wanton sinful city 
set. 
Still the love supreme in lingering heart and eye 
Full of tender pity and yearning, one immense 
divine r^ret. 
One imntense divine redemptive agony ! 



XVI 

Yet a moment have we, yet an hour to lift to heaven 
our gaze : 
At the doorway pauses ever the white Form 
Who would save us, who would guide us through the 
future's darkhng ways. 
Ever shining, a star-beacon, through the storm. 
August 14, 1904 
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VAE VICTISI 

I 

Phogress ever I Pure and holy shines the light of 
morning, slowly 
Brightening all that seemed so evil, changing sad 
things into sweet t 
Man the victor, man the giant, lord of all thii^, self- 
reliant, 
Shall be crowned with golden simshine, darkness 
trembling at his feet. 



Bat the vanquished ? What of roses that the 
summer mom discloses 
Lying pale and bruised and sodden in the miry 
heedless way ? 
What of violets in the hollows that no sunshine 
guards and follows. 
Lying bveless, doomed and helpless, trodden 
slowly into day ? 
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m 

One succeeds — a thousand falter. One to marriage's 
white altar 
Brings in triumph sweet and solemn the pure 
footstep of his bride. 
With her wedding-robe around her, lo 1 what angel- 
hands have crowned her : 
All the summer brings its lihes, all is joy and peace 
and pride. 

IV 

But another, even fairer, with a wealth of passion 
rarer, 
Loveher far, it may be, hidden in the soul's depths 
dark and lone. 
Through the horror of the passion that the lewd 
streets mould and fashion 
Will pass downward towards the blackness circling 
Satan's lurid throne. 

V 

Oh, the misery to perceive it, the compulsion to 
believe it, 
That for every deed of virtue wrought beneath 
the approving sun 
There is balance in some terror, some mad sin, 
some piteous error. 
Some huge triumph of the darkness, some vast 
evil wildly done I 
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VI 

Lo I in every generation the bright daughters of the 
nation 
Bring to sweet life here in England all their purity, 
their power. 
When the blossoms flame in splendour, then girl- 
blossoms far more tender 
Bring their wealth of pme soul-fragrance, many 
a white or rose-flushed flower. 

VII 

Yet at that same moment, sinking deep and siu-dy 
hellward, drinking 
With thefr pale wan hps for ever of a shame no 
tongue can tell. 
There are women man would die for, some that 
angels' souls must sigh for. 
Plunging downward, ever downward, while 
strange laughter rings from hell. 
VIII 
To the vanquished woe eternal I Yes, the sentence 
base, infernal. 
Seems in blood-red letters written on the universe's 
walls. 
For the victor gratulation, joy and songs and 
acclamation 1 
Scorn and anguish never-dying for the soul that 
fails and falls I 
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VAE VICTIS! 



To the poet bring his laurel. Then for yeais dispute 
and quarrel 
Qver all he loved and fought for. Take his sins, 
his errant deeds : 
Let the sun's full light embellish these, enlarge 
mth instinct hellish ; 
Cast them down amid the garbage where the 
prowlii^ critic feeds. 

X 

Let his brave deeds be forgotten,— let them perish, 
rankling, rotten, 
Lost amid wild waves of rancour ! Pour your 
uttermost disdain 
On a sin that was a sorrow, wrought, repented of 
to-morrow : 
Overlook, ignore for ever, all the love and all the 
pain. 

XI . 
To the weak ones woe for ever I Let them rise to 
gladness never ! 
Christ discerned his Father's likeness in the pure 
face of a child. 
Yet the children, how they perish ! Some would 
succour, some would cherish : 
Yet the children grow life-weary, loi^ before 
they even have smiled. 



I 
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VAE VJCTISl 



Oh, our valotiT scientific, what avails It wh^ teirific. 
Vast, unceasing, stern, tremendous, still the fight 
for life prevails ? 
Yea, the gentlest sooner falling, all in vain for help 
"are calling. 
All in vain, in vain for ever, for some blind god 
holds the scales. 

xin 

Is the struggle of life extending to the stars, — do 
they too, blending 
life with st£irry hfe, it may be, ever fill the fields 
of space. 
Where the thimders roar and rattle, with the din 
of deadhest battle. 
Shifting ever rank and order, changing post and 
task and place ? 

XIV 

Might we some day wake and murmur, " Heaven, 
we thought secure and firmer 
Than the solid earth we tread on, with Its cease- 
less starry ra3's, 
Heaven itself is safe no longer. Change and Time 
have proved the stronger : 
Ix) I uncounted starry wreckage chokes the dark 
sky's gulfs and bajra." 
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To the weaker woe unbending I Dream of Ufe, life 
never-ending : 
Dream again, and shudder dreammg of what 
endless life may be I 
Life with every hour a sorrow for the conquered, 
grief to-morrow, 
Deeper grief on the day after, so throughout 
et^liity. 

XVI 

Nation after nation bleeding in the huge strife, still 



To another nation's riches, keeps the contest 
still alive. 
Here again the weakest perish. Not the lands 
the pure gods cherish. 
But the strongest, stUI the strongest, nations 
iron-wrought, survive. 

XVII 

Woe for ever to the weak ones, to the tenderest 
souls, the meek ones, 
To the loving, to the gentle, to the hearts that 
sympathize I 
Not on them the victory binges, on the war-flag's 
blood-stained fringes 
Rather, on the smoke of battle and thefire-^eam 
in the skies. 
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XVUI 

Yet ... a Figure rises slowly, laurelled not, no 
conqueror, lowly. 
One too tender for the struggle, whom the world- 
gods slew with scorn. 
Has he still, that vast heart broken, one more word 
of love unspoken ? 
Is his hand upon the rodder 7 Can his eyes fore ■ 
see the mom ? 
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SONNET 



" A ROSE OF GOD " 



As life's wild battle waveis, as we wait 
Till over hill and valley falls ttie gleam 
Of angel armour flashing through a dream. 
And angel hosts through morning's golden gate 
Pour forth, more masterful than death or fate. 
Or fools foimd godlike in their own esteem. 
Or tongues with Self for their eternal theme, 
We cry : " Will Love's heart triumph over hate ? " 
Tet, though tracked hard by shadows bom of hell, 
Woman's divineness deepens. She shall be 
Fairer than word of living man may tell. 
Bright shall be fields and air, serene the sea. 
When forth she stands at last, grief's dim paths 

trod, 
Man's rose on earth, in heaven a rose of God, 

Octobtr 19, 1906 
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TWO SONNETS 

THE NOBLER WOMAN 



Through age on age the eyes of woman weep. 
The heart of woman, infinite in power. 
Sorrows with summer, with the dying flower. 
With all bright things that fail, and fade, and sleep. 
From her soul's height her aspirations leap 
Into the void, dashed down as from a tower. 
Her cry of pain from wind-swept bower to bower 
Is as the sea's wail blown from deep to deep. 
Once, once, she sinned, and this tempestuous orb 
Whose wild lips hang upon her wondrous kiss 
Even at her fall w£is hurled to the abyss 
Wherein the balefires and the storms absorb 
Pale Eden's Ught that gleams, as gleam afar 
The amazing turrets of the momiDg star. 
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Yet when she rises, sovereign, stedfast, sure. 
Worshipped by angels, who seemed once alone. 
Swaying the epochs from her boondless throne. 
Supreme at last upon a planet pure, — 
Strong, who could so unspeakably endure, — 
Immortal, she whose task is to atone 
For death through her made human, and the 

moan 
Of multitudinous ages since the lure 
Of Satan drew her from her seat sublime 
Within the Paradise wherein man dreamed, 
WhUe in his eyes the light of godship gleamed 
And all was love, and nought was shame or crime : 
Then, shall she rule superb, her high task dcme. 
And night and hell shall perish in the sun. 

October 21, 1906 
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FOUR SONNETS 

TO THE MEMORY OF A GREAT QUEEN 



When time sinks fainting, when pain's race Is run, 
When freedom's trmnpet rings from pole to pole 
And crime's stupendous storm-clouds cease to roll 
In blood-red ridges, blotting out the sun : 
When spirit at last with passionate sense is one 
And through stem matter gleams the conquering 

soul: 
When close upon us towers the ages* goal 
And eartli seems now a heavenly sphere begun : 
Then shall we know why God, who gave to France 
The matchless music of one song supreme, 
And gave to Italy grim Dante's dream, 
And bade the world bow down to Groethe's glance. 
Made Shakespeare's England stronger, fairer far 
Her face a warrior's, and her soul a star. 
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For, here, where Marlowe saw the moming break 
As all the heaven of song grew golden-bright. 
Not since has been, nor ever will be, night. 
O'er England answering and for England's sake 
New splendour flashes, as the wild years take 
Their solemn farewell, or triumphal flight. 
Not more the beacons when, proud>sailed, in sight. 
The Armada watched the fiery hills awake. 
But stronger are we, in that sureher here 
The soul of Woman passes to a throne. 
For God led terribly through paths unknown 
England, that on the world superbly clear 
Might shine the Vision given to her alone 
Of Love that, knowing no ending, knows no fear. 
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Here, where the spirit of Kingsley loved the air 
Of keen wild wintiy En^and, where the rose 
In soft delight of sun and shadow grows. 
Veiled to the base, to loftiest ^"gflTg bare, 
A golden passion or a white-winged prayer. 
The perfect love of woman proudly goes 
Serene along the starry road she knows. 
Past night's dim empires, kingdoms of despair. 
We, we of all men, of all lands, have seen 
What hope the high Victorian epoch gave, 
What of strange greeting from beyond the grave. 
What Uving mandate from a vanished Queen 
Who, while our island paths she gently trod. 
Looked on the face and held the hand of God. 
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We, we who watched, and felt our hearts turn cold 
When England mourned Victoria, seeing the skies 
Darken, as when a solemn sunset dies : 
We, who now list to selfishness grown bold 
And hear a new world's clamorous shout for gold. 
Triumphs material, gauds that trick the eyes. 
While barriers thicken and sensual mists arise 
Denser and denser, covering fold on fold 
The lessening heavens wherein the great souls shine : 
We, who have met the blood-stained thrusts of hdl 
And felt the healing of a hand divine. 
Know that, though nation after nation fell. 
If but she follow where her sure stars sign 
With En^and and her sous it shall be well. 
February 12, 1907 
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SONNET 

ON THE MURDER OF THE KING AND CROWN 
PRINCE OF PORTUGAL 
Saturday, February i, 190S 

Befosb the first fair crocm veiled in white 
Or proad with stainless tints of starry gold 
Lifted its crest above the qtiickening mould. 
Anarchy's blossom gleamed and flamed, blood-bright. 
Crowned was the morning, kingless was the night. 
From land to land the thunder-tidings rolled 
Of large defiance flung with hate untold 
At God, and Man, and Liberty, and Light. 
Through the shocked world wherein alas I was done 
An act by murderous devils of hell decreed. — 
In Freedom's name, whose eyes are as the son. 
From hearts that follow and from hearts that lead, 
From Kingdoms and RepubUcs all at one. 
One voice of condemnation doth proceed. 
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THE HIGHER ENGLAND 

But behold I the dark is broken with a solemn 
sweet word spoken : 
Through the night the shining ripple of a golden 
starlight flows. 
I£ the stn^gle be tremendous, yet God's power is 
more stupendous 
Than the force of even the mightiest of all unseen 
fiends and foes. 

Though the blood-stained vivisecting priests of 
Science, love-rejecting. 
Rave and rage, and fill our cities with the st^ich 
of hideous deeds ; 
Though they Muster, God-displacing, Satan's code 
and creed embracing. 
More ignoble, more repellent than the snake 
amid the reeds ; 
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Though they hurl at God defiance, proad, supreme 
in self-reliance. 
Basest, loulest, falsest, filthiest, of the devil- 
spawned sons of time ; 
Though they prosper for a season, rotten-ripe with 
lies and treason, 
Changing science into murder, making even 
research a crime ; 

Though Rome, send from hellish regions her dark- 
browed evasive legions 
With the unctuous old palaver to entice us and 
persuade; 
Though they triumph with their gilding, and their 
prompt cathedral-building, 
Striving to seduce the country they lack courage 
to invade ; 

Though the world-imperial Kaiser, black Morocco's 
white adviser. 
Now his friend the Sultan shivers at the notion of 
extremes. 
Watch our fleet with eyes most jealous, ever anxious, 
ever zealous. 
Ever full of aspirations, he who lured the Boers 
with dreams: 
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Though the night of Russia darken, as her serfs and 
peasants hearken 
To the teachings made emphatic by the deadly 
bomb they fling ; 
Though the grim Anarchic madness, with a bnist of 
devilish gladness, 
Slay for sport a prince or noble, or a statesman, 
or a king; 



Though in every Christian city, without heed or 
help or pity. 
Girls whose beauty might be peerless, and whose 
souls might grow divine. 
Sink and fade and perish yearly, — ^not the fate God 
marked out clearly 
For his daughters, on whose foreheads he designed 
love's stars should shine ; 



Though our women seek in marriage diamonds, 
pearls, a park, a carriage. 
Rank and wealth and high position, — ^though 
the lower lusts persuade ; 
Though we seem to be declining, though huge forces 
are combining 
To cast God discrowned and swordless from the 
world that God's band made; 
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Though a poet's words appealing seem but ghostly 
faint cries stealing 
OvN mist-clad fields at sunset, lost in darkening 
wastes of air; 
Though the people vaguely wonder, when they 
hear Song's sudden thunder, 
" What can ail him, what can move him, seeing 
that gold is alwajrs fair ? " 



Yet immense, divine, magnific, full of glory, beatific. 
Shall Love's crimson awful sunrise on the planet 
flash and flame. 
Was our small star counted friendless ? Kay, the 
constellations endless 
Are but sister-orbs attendant. To our planet 
Jesus came. 



Here have martyrs died unending, their pure blood 
with His blood blending : 
Round earth's shores the vnid grey ocean in its 
chainless splendoiu: flows. 
Here have iron-willed statesmen taught us. Here 
have prophets* souls besought us. 
Here hath woman won her kingdom from the 
kingdom of the rose. 

B.P. G 
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Here hath ^igland, led and l^hted by her faith 
for ever plighted 
To the fearless form of Freedom, lent to stars 
their crowns to wear. 
Here hath wood and wave and fountain, forest 
deep and stinlit mountain. 
Given oar race the eternal mandate to look God- 
ward and to dare. 



When each soul in full completeness wins a woman's 
perfect sweetness 
Pot his marriage-crown and glory, finds God's 
taidemess in hers. 
Then the haimting dreams of error that now hold 
us with their tearor 
Shall mdt into air and vanish o'er the distant 
mountain-spurs. 



Woman love a vivisector t Kot unless we quite 
reject her. 
Wholly choose to part for ever from our helper 
and our bride. 
Can we touch the red hand dripping from the knife 
whose eige went ripping, 
Just to show its skiD, the ofispring from some 
living dog's torn side. 
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Woman love a priest whose passion is to recreate 
in fashion 
Old and sad and dim and deadly all that Kigland 
once found vile t 
Nay : our women's tmer mandate is " Win lib^ty 
and hand it 
To the waiting subject-races, widening worldward 
from our isle." 



God the Father — so the Churches, till faith's vessel 
rocks and lurches. 
Have been preaching through the centuries, 
till at last there comes the close 
Of a sexless creed unsuited to man's yearning 
deeplier rooted, 
Grandlier soaring, — so encoimtering nobler friends 
and subtler foes. 

God the Mother everlasting, God the spirit of bride- 
hood casting 
Round the world in tenderest passion arms that 
lift us £rom despair : 
God whose womanhood revealing evOT deeper joys 
is stealing 
Through the stars its touch makes radiant, through 
the flowers its kiss makes fair : 
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SHjcfa the God the future preaches,— God whose love 
victorious reaches 
To the depths of human anguish : not the God of 
h^ and guile 
But the God who shows his creatures woman's love 
through woman's features. 
Not the Father's sword of judgment, but the 
Mother's sovereign smile. 

190S 
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